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sometimes to Claudius, who was now his chief confidant—No-
man used the word "ironical" about the matter of his father's
interment.
He was buried on the last day of October in that very place,
by the mounds of Cornelia and Mona, upon which our friend
had had his eye as his own resting-place; and it was this fact,
along with the chain of events connected with it, those fatal and
grotesque links that bound them together, that made Dud
envisage the whole business as a perfect example of Nature's
humorous ways with man.
When November came, however, and brought with it the
anniversary of their first meeting, Dud's thoughts, as he waited
for Nance in his familiar attic-room, were of the grimmest
and most bed-rock kind. If there was any of this ironical detach-
ment, that used to make his girl so angry, left in his mood
now it had been reduced to something more like the polish
upon bare bones than the glow upon flesh and blood.
As he crouched over his fire the soul within sank down to
its ultimate ledge of resistant power. "Ill hold her tight," he
thought, "tight under my ribs, whether she hates me or not!
To the end of my days where / go shell go, and what I do
shell do." But even as he thought of this there came over him,
like the slow drifting in of a vast, terrible, irresistible tide, the
temptation to drop his personal life, to let it pass from him, to
toss it overboard with all its sacred "sensations," and to treat
himself, as Claudius did himself, as a mere objective bridge to
the world's future.
But gathering up all his forces, No-man resisted this. "It
can take my work," he thought in his desperation, "and my life
but my soul it shall never take!" And against that insidiously
seeping tide he felt as if he were stretching forth his arms and
clutching at the great cloud of witnesses that emanated from
the very foundations of this old Durnovaria. How they floated
round him! And how, if he only clung to them through thick
and thin, they could bear him up—clouds and vapours though
they were! For they were the residue—immortal, indestructi-
bly—of all the personal souls that had held to- their identity
in the midst of the flowing away, an identity that rested on
what all the while was behind this universal flux.
"What's behind it is in us/' he thought, "not outside us.
And all this 'progress' that old Claudius praises is only a

